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long moustache sweeping the dark, proud counte-
nance. He wore the head-dress of the men of Islam
with studied elegance. A long band of coloured
silk enveloped twenty times a cap of brocaded
velvet, the strip of silk adjusted so that one end
dangled on his back, the other stood up like a cock's-
comb from his head. He wore a European coat,
a tie to match the turban, immaculate shoes, and
baggy trousers somewhat resembling those of our
Zouaves. Unfortunately he had the habit, preva-
lent everywhere east of Suez, of wearing his
undergarment outside his trousers, and from be-
neath his well-cut coat hung down the tails of a
striped shirt, preposterously flapping fore and aft.
For several days I plied him with decorously
guarded hints ; respectfully but firmly Dim feigned
incomprehension.
For our introduction to the sights of Udaipur Dim
chartered a tonga—a two-wheeled vehicle on the lines
of a dog-cart, in which fare and driver sit back to
back. To the dismay of Dim—a confirmed snob—
I climbed into the place in front where normally
the guide and driver sit.
" Please, the Sahib not sit in front,5* he protested.
" Not right! "
But I was set on breaking with the tradition of
the sahib-logt and Dim would have to put up with
my indecorum. At last, with an air of dignified
disgust, he climbed into a back seat. The driver,
in short pants and dangling shirt-tails, took the
place beside him. From time to time I was con-
scious of his apprehensive eye as he turned round
to watch my handling of his horses. Was he really
afraid that they would run away ? It was all the
knock-kneed, rawboned pair could do to keep up a
gentle trot. Perhaps he feared I might run into

